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When August winds the heather wave,
And sportsmen wander by yon grave3
Three vollies let his mera'ry crave

O' pouther an' lead,
'Till Echo answer frae her cave,

Tarn Samson's dead!

Heav'n rest his saul, whare'er he be!
Is ths wish o' mony mae than me:
He had twa faults, or may be three5

Yet what remead ?
Ae social, honest man want we:

Tarn Samson's dead 1

THE EPITAPH,

TAM SAMSON'S weel-worn clay here liess
Ye canting zealots spare him!

If honest worth in heaven rise,
Yell mend or ye win near him.
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